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I feel dreadfully ashamed of myself. Not
only that, but I am Impelled to tremble
slightly as I reflect that an outraged populacemay string me up and stone me. I

* have defied the conventions; literally broken
fhnonco n T1 or.tol,l!DhAr1 o vn-1

Blighted the international managers whose
doty it Is to inject slices of London and
Paris into the wholesome New York flesh.
Not to keep yon in ignorance of my misdeedsany longer, I will say (ah! how I
hate to say it) that I have dared to talk
.for publication.to a native American artist,who to-morrow night will appear upon
a stage dedicated to foreign talent. In
other words, I have spoken to Miss Marie
Halton, who is "billed" for Koster &
Blal's.
Probably you know nothing at all about

It. Miss Halton.foolish, foolish woman!.
has no string of suicidal degenerates dang-
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f'"
" I shall sing one song in wh

a Lord and
ling at her chatelaine. No press agent lias
ransacked the peerage for names of titled
dolts who have slam themselves for the
sweet sake of her piquancy. If she owns

diamonds.and struggle as a woman will, it
Is almost impossible to avoid owning diamonds.shekeeps them at the bottom of
her trunk for ballast. She has no

$AO,UUU,UUU JOL) IOI or uurus lu vou

from city to city. Then, as I said before.
Miss Hf.lton is an American. There is no

u$e beating about the bush, and calJihg a

spade a heart or a club. Mius Halton is an

American, and I will tell you why. She
was born in America. Oh, charitable ones,

forgive her that transgression! She could
not help It We are born, willy-nilly, at
the dulcet discretion of our mommers.

Tthey never consult us. Although your
birth in a stable would not of necessity
make you a horse, you are an American
If you first see the li'ght of day in America.
Marie Halton did that.
So you Will understand why I tremble as

I wield a pen to tell you about an Americangirl who has come back from abroa'd
f/\ nrtrtAA'l lior nwn onmifrr n^onlo. Von

gee, I know tliat I shall be quite alone, and
I hate solitude. If Miss Halton had beeu
some spaghetti-eating Italian, or some soulfulParisienne with relatives in South Fifth
avenue, every "interviewer" in the city
would be pestering her foi the story of her
past life and her real name. As it is, she
is merely an American girl who some years
ago made a big hit at the Casino in comic
opera, foolishly forsook he* embryonic laurelsand went abmadj a4>8?arS3< at the
Lyric Theatre fn London, and 'tije F^ljas
Marlgny In Paris, managed a London playhouse,established herself as surely as an

erratic woman can establish herself, and
came back at the dictates of her own

caprices. And the gentlemen who are supnosedto have the Interests of the stage
woven Into their anricles and ventricles say
to themselves: "That isn't vour style. It
Isn't Barrlsonian enough. It Isn't sufficientlyOtero:esque. It isn't in the least
Guilbert-ian. This Miss Halton isn't even

a mademoiselle or a signorina. She might
at least have deigned to be a fraulein. A
fraulein is better than nothing. We are not

going to bother ourselves i.bout a miss who
6peaks English as well as we do. It would
be too ridiculous. Ha! Ha! Ha! And permitno nlfcn to add He! He! He!"
That's why I tremble and am afraid of

being strung up. But you'll forgive me,
boys and girls, wont you. for daring to
Intrude upon you with nothing better than
an American subject. Remember, I've
done my duty like a man. I have devoted
unlimited space to the gorgeous Otero and
her grandmother's diamonds. If you
imagine that I enjoyed such chronicles you
make the mistake of your life. I sacrificedmy own sentiments to yours.
Therefore, patient ones, let me have an

Innings. Bear with me for a while.
I saw Marie Halton in the cozy little

business oflke of Koster Bial's music
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hall. No menial "took up my card" to as)
madame if she would condescend to re

eeive me. No jabbering "personal repre
seutntlve" ushered me into the patchouliec
presence. No carefully arranged "art
1st" sat in state prepared to say that she
doted 011 America, at a moment's notice
Nothing of the sort. As I sat and chattel
with the regal McCohnell. in walked i

fresh and blooming young woman, whole
some to look at, brimming over with goo<
nature, and the very nicest sort of Ameri
can refinement (than which there Is notli
Ing more charming 011 earth, when yoi
get It).
"This is Miss Halton," said Mr. McCon

noli. "I am afraid that you wont understandher, because she speaks English
But I shall be most happy to act as you)
interpreter. She says "Good morning
That means 'Bon jour.' "

<r~
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h r
iich I shall laugh like a Farmer
.Myself."

Ah hiimnrnns Mpfirmnpll! With all VOlll

good-tempered chaff, you understood thi
situation. You saw the grotesque positio;
in which I placed myself when I decided
to talk with an American artist. You'll tx
able to write a book one of these days.
In the meantime I looked at Miss Haltoi

in amazement. Not a diamond glistened ii
her vicinity. Nude ears, nude flngen
greeted my eyes. Could anything be mon

demoralizingly simple? I was almost ap

palled. But I was obliged to admit tha
her attire was lovely in Its perfect goo<

taste, that had none of the "fakery" o

your Guilberts and your Oteros about it

She wore a green velvet skirt that rustlet

in musical silkenness, a black astrakhai

jacket, the opening of which permitted i

glimpse of sometning puiK auu iilULLltn

In the way of bodices, and a large ha

that was decidedly effective. I haven'
smoked Miss Haltou's face with my cigar
ettes, but It Is a very comely face for al

that.a brainy face, with cerebral expres
sion that is always changing. Bald-heade<

degenerates would not kill themselves fo:

It, but young .men with the proper amoun

of wig, and duly furnished with the nor

mal amount of brain, could scarcely avok
likine it very much indeed.
"Alnsi, tous aimez l'Amerlque?" I be

gan using the dear old formula, in dear ol

French. Then I Immediately apologized fo

the slip, and changed my query to one expressinga desire to know why Miss Halto

contemplated an appearance at Koster i

Mai's.
Tlal^on laijghftc],.to gain time. Sh

warjj; to gfty t£,o wrong thhi~, qn
sl#» was pot quite sure \yhjit the
thing plight be. So »he laii^iqjl, And the
she laughed agalh. And then I laughed, t

keep her in countonaneo.
"I suppose my reason for appearing o

the music hall stage," she said, "is a ver

usual one. 1 am waiting until a music*

comedy, In which I propose to appea
Is ready. And in the meantime.I have n<

body to give me diamond things for m

neck and head. You quite understand
hope."

I did. Indeed I did, although she spok
that unfamiliar English language in de

lightfully musical tones.
"Seriously," said Miss Halton. "I hav

been contemplating the music hall for a Ion
lme. In London I was always 011 the ev<

of taking the step, i tnougnt or it in i'aris,

Something always held me back.
friends abroad told me not to do it, and
listened to, them. One is so accustomed t<
listen to friends, you know. Finally I salt
to myself, after my 'Santa Maria' engage
ment, 'I'm at home now, and the hall:
seem to be very Inviting. Why shouldn'
I make an appearance there, and try, wha
I have always wanted to try. in my owl
native land?'"
Her own native land! You see, sh<

openly admitted that she was an American
Don't blame me.
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'£ "I have not abandoned comic opera by

any means," said Miss Halton, "and when
-1 I appear I shall do so with a good com1pany. I don't want to star. Starring is

-j one of the great mistakes that women
? make. They tire the public in their ef

forts to attract attention to themselves
1 rather than to their surroundings. I don't
i want to star.' I want to be a feature of

a good, all-round performance, just as I
1 am going to try to be a feature of a good

all-round performance at Roster <Sc Bial's
to-morrow night. I have thought it well

i over, and I believe that I have something
Interesting to offer."

"Tell me about it," I purred.
"What for?" asked Miss Halton.
"What for?" I echoed, aghast.

r "What for?" cried Monsieur McConnell
in disgust.
"Yes, -what for?" persisted Miss Halton

" .

>WTWJm
x

H

Jimun r xnmTmm x / / n yy%z£
*

J -vvvVWA

, "Miss Halton doesn't look t

\ like a Mary. You would take £
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"Yes, I have actually dared t:

defiantly. "I haven't spoken about it to n

anybody. It is a surprise. Why should I ')
give away my surprises? * What can you t
offer me in return but facetious comments'? e
Ah, yes, 1 can see you laughing at poor
Mary. (I call myself Mary, because Marie f
grqyvs so fatiguing.) I can imagine exactly
what you will write about it. Too much l
advertisement is a great evil. I don't '

like it. I got it once, and its cruelty and s
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) have a dress made h^re. I r

at my face, w
aercilessness almost broke my heart.
[*hat was several years ago. Since that }
iine you haven't seen Mary's name paraddin the papers, have you?"
I was obliged to admit that I hadn't. I

elt that she was interviewing me.
"I have seen the people who played that

lorrible trick upon me," she continued,
'just to advertise their own theatre, go
teadily downward. I- am not a religious
ronton, but I believe that there is some
ne above who is not going to allow injusiceto triumph. I was very badly treated
a those days. I was held up to public
isdaiii, and I was very unhappy. I never

¥'
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protested. What is the use of protesting?
I hare forgotten all about it now. I have
worked like a Trojan night and day", and.
uul.here I am again. I eame back to
America.well, I'm not quite sure why I
eame back to America. You see I'm here,
though, don't you?"
"And your act at Koster & Biai's?"
"During my stay abroad," continued Miss
Ialton, ignoring my little query, "I noticed
>ne thing with considerable pride. It was

that mosf of the successful women in comic
spera and grand opera are Americans. It
s a wonderful thing, but it is an undoubted
'act, that we hare the best roices in the
vorld. European managers know that.
Tho trained American girl is the singer
most in demand on the other side. That
doesn't seem to be very well known herk
Americans are not proud of their countrywomen,or anxious to recognize them.
Doesn't it seem odd? I wonder what the
real explanation is?'"

I felt inclined to say "cussedness," but
there is some more psychological reason

than that, so I iet the subject drop.
"You might tell him about your act,"

finally ventured Monsieur McConnell, with
one »ve to business and another on the
clock.
"You think so?" she asked hesitatingly.

"Perhaps, after all, as I'm In Itome, I
might as well be a Roman. It Is just a

little episode that I consider rather artistic.
There's no harm in being artistic, is there?
Otero".
"I move that all reference to Otero be

stricken out as incompetent, irrelevant and
luiuuitenui, leimn n.ea jswaiuhcu, icsuuj.

Miss Halton laughed. "Well," she said,
"let me to the point. I have got a number
of little pickaninnies. nd I am going to

garb them very gorgeously, In' velvet
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zouaves or boleros or whatever you call q
them. One of the boys is the clever little c
fellow who appeared with Francis Wilson, b
Possibly you remember him. I am going a
t» try and be mystic. These boys will cir- p
culate among the audience, swinging per- z
fumed censers around; then they will re- r
turn to the stage. There will be some

quaint light effects, and you will see Mary t
before you in a sort of boudoir scene, with
the pickaninnies as attendants."
Miss Haxton paused and thought, and

v
thought and paused. She watched me very ^
carefully, and I felt that she could read ^
me like a book. It was a novel sensation. ^rather pleasant, I think.
"I know your ideas," she went on. "You

are savins' to vonrself that as soon
r

as Mary appears, the music will strike up.
and she will immediately burst forth into 8

some touching ballad called 'I Love You,' 11

or 'Love, Love, Sweetest Love/ with trills
and roulades, and with musical jiggles." *

Miss Ilalton is undoubtedly a mind reader. *

That is precisely what I had thought. You c

see, my experience of comic opera ladies is 1

that they dote on the sentimental wedded to '

florid music. They have voices, and they ^

feel that it is their duty to use them, irrele- I

vantly or otherwise. I know Lillian Rub- d

sell, and Oamille d'Arville. and Marie Tern- J'

pest. I felt [Uite confused.
"I khew it," said Miss Hulton triumph- '

antly. "I knew it. Well, let me tell you
that you have made quite a mistake, my
dear man. Mary is not gofng to tackle any

a

ballad. Mary can sing 'I Love You' with
trills and frills if sne cares to cio it. mit

she doesn't believe that the music hall publicwants It. even from a comic opera
singer. She is goi'ng to indulge in chanson"ttes.She has a song called 'The Beauty
Spot' that she considers catchy. She Is
going to sing It, and act It. She has one

>r two other soncs, of which she is not
quite so certain. They are a trifle risque,
and she may avoid them, because they are

in English, and she is afraid. If Mary w< -c

in London she would unhesitatingly do
them, but Mary is in New York."

I couldn't help Inughmg at the "Mary"
remarks. Miss Halton doesn't look like a

Mary. You would take her for an AmericanCerisette, or Angeline, or Felicie or

Eugenie.
"I can read your thoughts again," she

resumed. "You see me.now admit you see

me.in the typical short skirts, flounced
underneath up to the waist. You believe
that I am going to manipulate them in the

monna* Am T rlwhtl"

I grew quite uncomfortable as Miss Hal- I
ton fathomed my conventionality. I tri'ed 1
to say that I hadn't thought anything of c

the sort. But I had, and Miss Halton knew £

it, and laughed in her own good-natured
way. <

"J can't those- drespes." she said <

apolojwHcaTly, "I wish I oonlj^ You know >1

we fffl \nt2fi© b^y pottres. One artist heIhi.yyB
hi oge ktn$: j^pe a^ti^t belj^fes Ijrj -^-pother. j
I beHievfe In thejfctbfE. F imyo a rotqjJe of
£cutis tfcsrt gxay pav?ve attractive. One
giy/ie f*ora> awi eae-jrtoijt men tip;' .4
trhfs.1was njiiite tyifl?e. i>Sf, I ty^ve aotua^ <

d*r«4 to have actress nja&e )icjre. .£od tHU
l^e thcTO. I neai>y Jt^e a flguvv s^.tkpttj'h
ypti wouldait think it to-look irt'uiy faoe,
w^trld you?"
Interval fQxr Iptejroaptjpij.
"I hate inj- said Miss Halton. "It's

so chubby. It is the baue of my !lfe.

Fed Him to_a_
The punishment dealt out to one of the

persons concerned in the recent murder
of Signor Cechi, the Italian Consul in Zanzibar,has just become known by means of
a private letter which an Italiah officer
wrote to a friend in Modena. The officer
says that in order to strike horror into the
hearts of the natives It was decided to enact^a form of punishment that the ancient
Romans used to apply in extreme cases.

The culprit, a Somali soldier, was brought
before the Consulate, and there, in the
presence of natives and soldiers, both his
hands were chopped off with a hatchet.
After.that the people were bidden to mount
me iwia tiiivi luuiwug uui u|uiii tut;

inclosed conrt yard of the official residence.
As soon as they had taken their stands
the bleeding Somali was thrust into the
open space and the gate was closed behind
him. After a little while a cage was

pushed into the inclosure.a cage containinga giant Hon, the pride of the late
Signor Cechi's collection of ferocious
beasts.
"The front door of the cage was unlocked

and, as the animal smelled blood, he easily
pushed it open with a stroke of his paw,
then leaped forward with a tremendous
bound.
"A cry of terror arose at this moment

from hundreds of throats," continues the
letter, "but above all I could distinguish
the plaintive voice of the Somali imploring
mercy. In his pitiful state the poor victim
of a gruesome law shouted to his God for
n speedy deliverance, and again asked his
executioners for speedy death by a bullet.
The suspense lasted a minute or two, while
the Hon, who had been fasting for several
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i wouldn't think it to look

nere is no excuse ior ir. x ask none,
an't help It. When I want to feel mlspr.
le I think of my chubby face. I spend
n hour a day trying to make it pallid and
aggnrii and interesting. I work at it
ealously, and try and punch it to the
equlsite emaciation. It stays with me."
"It is wise," quoth I, with a feeble atemptat a compliment.
"No, you needn't; you really needn't,'
he sighed. "I am going to have a sonj
rritten called 'Mary's Fat Face,' and i
hall sing it just to spite myself. I intend
o get even with myself. Why should I
,ave it, when my figure is so good?" *

I told Miss Halton that I distinctly
eealled a certain pink costume worn la
'Santa Maria," and hinted that the Ilsomenessof her figure had not been lost
pon me.

"OIi, that costume!" she said. "It was a

rifle outre. No, I shall not wear anytuing
ike it. I was in comic opera then, and
me can dare so much more in comic eoera
han in vaudeville. That is a positive fact.

should hesitate very long before I
lonned that pink costume at Ivoster &
Hal's. And now you will allow me ~4'

Irop the topic of self. You brought it on
our own head and cannot blame me. I
an discuss other subjects much more
nterestingly."
And she can. Miss Halton is an en:yclopediaof chatty information. If I had
fV.n- nooaa nt mv rllennaol T

>e delighted to give some of it to you.
is it is, you must be satisfied with the
hought that I enjoyed it myself. Miss
lalton gave me a vivid description o*
'rancisque Sarcey, the French
s generally caricatured in the comic
japers as going to sleep through the performanceshe analyzes. Then she discussedClement Scott, whom she called "a
iear good thing" with plenty of creditable
>ccentricities. Her views of l'vette Gtiilicrt,Marie Tempest, Letty Lind, Maurice
farkoa, George Edwardes, Tlieo. Judic
ind other celebrities would also amuse
rou. You see1, I'm doing the Tsutaius
ict. and just awakening your curiosityriotto gratify it.
If Miss Halton had been a foreign artist

rou would have had all these views king
igo in the shape of impressions that never

mpress. If people had gone down in boat®
o meet her at Quarantine and had ebumjagnedher in the Savoy's green Deception
oom to the gigantic boom! boom! of ablormaladvertisement, you would have had
3alton-on-the-brain. She is an American,
lowever. and that is her one error. She
snjoys it, though, and mentions the fact on

tvery occasion.
And one of these days Miss Halton and

jther clever children of Ungje Sam will
:ome marching heme, sweeping all Uefope
them. AH the nanseohs J^glar^r about disdng-uAs^edforeigners who h^Te pj-nn.-Q^
{JJIR. rinl-pj lorded their way into -New
5*^1: wttl $ie. peSfffemtlally. XI shall Qjot
have ij> Space 60 apologising jjor
rftorttmtdnws nii Ampcivn talent Tmir

be tijemsfbytyg- t^roxy^
roof (jHJ-ctens. Your Barrtaoiwi wQl be
thxx in <rhe agencies natttlng f<>r etigi^g^
|tp«B$8 at s'teen per vjpek, apd cl#f«r
Americans, ladlfts \rho jme?ped nbnoad «u
are denied a hearing jjii-hoine, will cry '

glad"Enftn! Nons voilal"
ALAN DALE.

Starving Lion. .

days, walked around the miserable bundl#
of humanity on which he was to make hit
meal. In doing so his eyes were aflame
and his tail was whizzing viciously through
the air, his foaming mouth stirring up the
sand on the ground.
"Then he withdrew to the cage, about

fifty feet away, and stood still, eyeing his
victim, his mane raised and trembling.
He remained in that position ten or fifteen
seconds, then leaped with unerring Judgmentupon the Somali, who was chasing
frantically around in the yard, trying in
vain uoors and windows.
"The Taurus landed square on the native'sshoulders, and the next moment the

poor fellow was on his face, while the
animal was tearing his clothes and flesh in W
tatters and burying his teeth in his neck.

The native audience had meanwhile
grown frantic with excitement. Seeing
that the king of beasts was about to kill *

tneir friend and thus abruptly stop *tn«
sport,' they hurled knives and daggers at
the Hon and actually succeeded In arrestinghis attention tor a while, for he raise"
his head streaming with blood and shol
a defiant glance, while roaring with v*g«
and holding down with one front paw the
quivering form of the man.
"Now a dagger struck him in the ferehead,which caused him to bellow with

pain and renew his attack upon the body.
nut Tile missiles ren iuie.it «u«j lunuua, uu-j

to escape them the Hon dranged his victim,
who was still alive, as the action of hli
arms and feet showed, .behind a# outhouse
where he tore the Somali to vleces an

then devoured the body ravenously. Th
execution tasted fully ten mlnhtea.


